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Gems from the Heart's 
Coronet fall about us, and we 
fail to notice them, till some- 
one else comes along and 
picks them up, and carries 
them away 



The human heart, given as 
a treasure, is too often treated 
as a toy, to be played with a 
little while, then broken, and 
cast aside 



A human life is an inter- 
esting piece of patch- work; 
even when it turns out to be 
a crazy-quilt, it is sadly in- 
teresting 
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Gems from the Hcaif s Coronet 



Toys 



I. 

We're very weary, my heart and I, 
To other climes we fain would fly; 
WeVe had our toys, we've had our f un» 
And yet, ere Noon has fair begun 
Thesr're taken from us, one by one, 
Till Heart's play-groimd has but become 

A burial place — 
Where we must lay, all that remains 
Of tosrs and play — ^A Memory ! 

II. 

If we might have these toys again, 

We never would grow weary when 

They littered up the place; 

But all our frowns would turn to smiles 

Our faces beam with Ught, 

And all the sorrow in our hearts 

Be lifted by their sight ; 

And Memory's face be over-cast. 

And Memory's voice be stilled at last. 

III. 

Yet, we shall have these toys again 
Come back to us, or, we to them 
Shall go; and Memory's face 
Shall hold no place ; 
But in its stead, shall reign supreme 
The realty of that Earthly dream. 
Lost to us for a little while 
Bdiind a Father's pitying smile. 
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The Land of Make Believe 



To play in the Land of '^Make 
As children we are taught; 

It is here our jrouthfid minds receive 
The impress of this thought. 



II. 

So oft in the Land of '^Make Believe" 

We learn to live and think; 
Until habit shows throughout its weave 

We from deceit's cup drink. 

III. 

But we leave the Land of ''Make Believe" 

When all is said and done; 
And sleep at last, where no heart shall grieve,- 

And Life and Truth are one. 
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k of Life 



Our Book of Life is under way 
When first we see the light of day; 
And every hour the whole day through. 
The things we say» and all we do 

Are written down. 

II. 

I wonder if we'd have the heart 
Upon this Book to make the start. 
If we could look ahead and see 
How many blots theVe bound to be 
Upon each page I 

III. 

Yet» page by page, the Book is wrought. 
And oft a blot will count for nought. 
If when the tale completed shows 
To God the Critic, (at Life's close). 
We've written true. 
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Humanity 



Though some must drink of bitter cup. 
And with its dregs their hearts fill up, 
Still lile for them could be more sweet. 
And thwns that grow beneath their feet 
Would blunted be:— 

If each would take another's place, 
Or, look into another's face. 
And smooth the brow, and dry the eye, 
Or lift the load trom those who sigh 
And would be free: — 

Pause Img enough to feel and think 
How very hard 'twould be to drink 
From out their cup of bitter woe. 
And live through sorrows which they know 
Day after day: — 

And then from out our hearts of joy 
Pour full measure without alloy 
Of comfort sweet, their lives to cheer 
And let them feel we're ever near 

Through their lone way. 
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life's Journey 



There's a Fairy Liand of Long Ago 
That we, as children, used to know; 
And in that Land we lived and played, 
Nor had a thought of care that made 
A Life-time. 

Then, there is the Land of Dreams, 
And as we live therein, it seems 
That all Life's sweets are in one cup. 
And, as we drink, our hearts fill up 
With gratitude to God. 

There^s a land of Promise, we see ahead 
And our hearts find peace as on we tread; 
And o'er our face comes a smile serene 
As all Life's troubled and weary scene 
Is wait away. 



Just to travel this land of ours. 
(Whether in nmshine, or in showers) 
To reach for joys within our giasp. 
To touch a hand in friendly clasp. 
To breathe, to think, to feel, to know 
Of all our blessings here below, 
Is not to live, in vain I 

IL 

To lay down life, and fall asleep. 
To dream of eyes that never weep. 
To go yvhtrc Angels stand and mit 
To bear us from the hand of Fate. 
To sleep, to dream, to wake in song. 
And j<Aa the Choir of Heaven's thrtm^ 
Is not to die. in vaint 



Labor of Love 



We take a life, and start to weave 
A pattern, that we dare not leave; 
And roond about this tiny life 
We try each day, C^^ peace or strife). 
To spin a tlnead of gold. 

EL 

But as we qrin, these threads of gold 
Vnil tangled get, and spoil the mold. 
Unless with love and hearts so true. 
And tender care, and patience, too. 
We stnds^itcn out the snarL 

nL 

And with these threads of gold we take 
Some threads of silk, and wool, to make 
A patton perfect, in the m^t 
Of Him Who gave us life and light. 
And hear Him say — ^Wdl done! 
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1^^ in Hcjif cji tbc Angds w snigbi^ 
Tberc^s a new Soul bom in tbe fold; 
And timr ^>c^^1^ joffouM Antbcns w TWffog, 
While on Eaitli, oar bdTs being toITd. 

EL 

Cease then to moom far the Soid that* s gone yonder. 
To meet Kindred Souls, iirfioHre watted so long; 

I^et sad hearts be fifted, and loving dioag^its wander 
To wheiey united, Tb/ty sing the same song. 
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We start out with the Morning Sun, 
So full of hope, our course to run; 
With hearts so brave, and true and strong. 
And from our lips there comes a song 
Joyous laden! 

II. 

And hour by hour we plod along, 
But fainter grows the joyous song, 
As burdens toward the Mid-day Sun 
No lighter get, nor nearer done 
Than at the start. 

III. 

But still along the course we work 
To do the things we dare not shirk; 
But when at last too tired to ro€un 
We, with the Setting Sun, come home: — 
Our labor's done I 
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Divinity 



I. 

To walk abroad in all the light, 
To love the wrong, yet take the right. 
To see where others have the fame 
(Oft gotten through a tarnished name). 
To leave it all and toil alone 
'Mid care and sorrow, right or wrong, 
Brings us close to God I 

II. 

To drop a smile in passing by, 
To lift a care from those who sigh. 
To speak a word of hope and cheer, 
And bid faint heart have nought to fear : — 
With hand to help, and heart to be 
Filled with love and charity. 

Proves us kin to God! 



Life's Day 



At Lifers Dawn, when we awake. 
And see the road that we may take 

To reach the goal: — 
Our radiant hearts leap with a bound. 
Our brain's awhirl that we have f (Mind 

A flowery path to stroll. 

II. 

And, as we tramp our weary way. 

We reach Life's Noon, where we would stay 

And hours beguile: — 
But, though a flowery path we chose. 
We found the thorn within the rose, 

And tears, the while. 

III. 

Yet, hour by hour, and all the day, 
We still upon our tedious way 

Must plod along: — 
Till looms Life's Eve from out the deep, 
'Tis there well pause awhile, and sleep. 

And dream, — ^A Song. 
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Love's Way 



L 

To the Heart's Kingdom there flew one day. 
The Angel of Love, it came there to stay; 
To govern with kindness, and rule just the same. 
All within reach of the Heart's domain. 

II. 

And ever and ever, from mom till night. 
It stood at its post, through wrong or through right ; 
And there, stanch and loyal, and true to the end. 
Without recompense, it sought to befriend. 



Dreams 



L 

There is a place where we can roam» 
It may be near, or far from home. 

Where oft, and oft, we got 
'Tis there we breathe, and fed, and live, 
And walk in paths the gods shall give 

Which lead to weal or woe! 

II. 

And sometimes through this land we go, 
And find the peace winch Angels know: 

'Tis here, we fain would stay ! 
But, while we stop to think it o'er, 
Around the bend whirls coach and four 

And carries us away I 

IIL 

And thus we travel many a mile, 
With aching heart, or joy the while 

Till Nature breaks the strand! 
And though we cannot answer why. 
We know well wander, you and I, 

The night through, — ^in Dream-land! 



Love's Work 



I. 

Our Fathers tread a path in life, 
And smooth the way, and put down strife; 
And all along the road they make 
A peaceful place, that we may take 

And rest awhile. 

II. 

They cut away the thorns that grow 
Across the path which we must go; 
Nor pause to think the hand of Fate 
Shall lead us through another gate. 

To walk alone. 

III. 

And day by day, they work al<mg, 
And night by night comes Even' song; 
But ere they fall asleep at last, 
They look back o'er a struggling past 

And wa]rs now clear. 

IV. 

But though they feel the way is clear, 
To those they leave and hold most dear:- 
Still, each must tramp his thorny road. 
And make it smooth, and bear his load 

Of burden here. 



Life's Sea 



I. 

Love's Ship, joyous laden goes sailing away. 
With hearts that are trustful, and happy, and gay; 
They know nothing to fear, see no breakers ahead. 
But the Shore of Life's Sea is strewn with its dead. 

II. 

Friendship's boat, so steady, keeps close to the shore, 
With its Life-saving crew ever stanch to the core ; 
Its true colors flying, and no Love-song that mocks, 
'Tis there to save Love's Ship from the rocks. 



Her Portrait 



I. 

Unconsciously thou'rt posed before me 
Innocent of all thy charm and grace; 

No mortal hand, nor brush could paint thee 
As to me looks thy dear face. 

II. 

Face and form, and brow and hair 

And thy winning smile. 
All to me are wondrous fair 

As I gaze the while. 

III. 

As I stand and look upon thee. 

All the love-light in thine ^es. 

Seems to fall around, about me. 
And bid my weary heart arise. 

IV. 

And methinks, almost I hear thee 

Sweetly call my name; 
And thy arms outstretch to fold me 

To thy heart again. 

V. 

Thus, day and night thou'rt ever near me, 

Thy Portrait's in my heart ; 
And through Him, the God Who gave thee 

I see thee, as thou art. 
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At break of day our thoughts awake. 
And soon their resting place forsake; 
And all day long they choose to roam 
Like truant-children, far from home: 
And not till night come trooping in 
To tell their host where they have been. 

And in the still and quiet night, 

With only Stars to give them light, 

They start to tell where they have strayed 

And what they've done, and what they've made; 

But ere the tale has been half-told» 

Sweet Mother Sleep, these thoughts enfold. 
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As blackest night before the dawn. 
Fades into rosiest light of mom, — 
So into the All-Perfect day 
Fade our sorrows of Earth away. 

IL 

As blossoms bruised by the rain. 
Can lift their heads and live again, — 
So when Lifers storms are gone and past 
Well lift our Souls to God at last. 



Father-Time 



As ^Father-Time'* goes whirling by. 
He does not stop, nor heed the sigh» 
Nor see the hand outstretch to stay 
His flighty which makes our Earthly way 
In life too short! 

11. 

Because he knows that farther on, 
Well catch the strain of Heaven's song. 
And o'er our face therell come a light. 
And in our hearts well thank tlie flight 
Of "Father-Timer 

IIL 

For though the morning Sun dawns bright. 
The Sun of Noon sheds radiant ttght. 
But naught can touch the after-glow 
Of Lifers Sunset, — ^we all shall know 
Through "Father-Time !** 
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Consolation 



I. 

When life, at last, seems done, 
Another path has just begun; 
And we shall have another chance 
To make this path, as we advance 
One clear, white way. 

II. 

Still, many a failure we shall make, 
As many a weary step we^U take; 
And oft and oft our hearts shall sigh 
In weariness, at passers-by 
Who smile and nod. 

III. 

But as we farther move along, 
We catch the strain of Heavenly song; 
Our path, at last, is strewn with flowers 
And all life's sad and weary hours 
We lose in Paradise. 



Regret 



How oft we wish our steps in life we could retrace. 
And try to find the path, and every beloved place 

We knew in Youth! 
We^d stop again beside the brook and drink 
Of Youth's bright cup; and pause, and think 
Of thorns and thirst, and weary road ahead. 
Nor in such haste, leave path and flowery bed 

Our Memory clings to. 



i 



True Happiness 

I. 

The consciousness of ^duty done/' 
As o'er our busy course we run. 
Brings to us each one here below. 
The sweetest peace we e'er shall know 
This side of Heaven. 

II. 

And when at last our duty's done 
And curtain dropt, and bell been rung. 
This consciousness shall still remain 
To be our note in the refrain 
Of Heaven's Choir. 
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A Prayer 



In our daily walk in lif e» 
'Mid its tumult and its strife 

Lord — be near! 
And remind us how to be 
Full <^ love and charitjr— 

"Lest we forget r 

IL 

All we see and all we know 

That's brought about another's woe;— 

Still-— be near! 
And whisper words that we may speak 
To a heart thafs faint and weak, 

"Lest we forget!" 

Till, at last, therell come a time 
In every walk, in every clime. 

Well nearer be : — 
To a place where we shall all 
Answer to each other's call 

And — ^not forget ! 
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Immortal 



When fiery flames are dead and past 
A quiet Calm will come at last; 
And we look back with ejres serene 
On all the tumult of that scene 
Which made a life-time; 
We still shall find in ashes bed, 
One living coal of glowing red 
That bums and blazes into flame 
A burnished Soul — ^from God it came. 
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